YBRMA
JUAN: Spying.
YERMA: And you heard?
JUAN: Yes.
YBRMA: And so? Leave me and go to the singing.
[She sits on the canvases.]
JUAN: It's time I spoke, too.
YERMA: Speak!
JUAN: And complained.
YERMA: About what?
JUAN: I have a bitterness in my throat.
YERMA: And I in my bones.
JUAN: This is the last time I'll put up with your continual lament for
dark things, outside of life - for things in the air.
YERMA [with dramatic surprise]: Outside of life, you say? In the air,
you say?
JUAN: For things that haven*t happened and that neither you nor I
can control.
YERMA [violently]: Go on! Go on!
JUAN: For things that don't matter to me. You hear that? That don't
matter to me. Now I'm forced to tell you. What matters to me
is what I can hold in my hands. What my eyes can see.
YERMA [rising to her knees, desperately]: Yes, yes. That's what I wanted
to hear from your lips ... the truth isn't felt when it's inside us,
but how great it is, how it shouts when it comes out and raises its
arms! It doesn't matter to himl Now I've heard it!
JUAN [coming near her]: Tell yourself it had to happen like this. Listen
to me.
[He embraces her to help her rise.]
Many women would be glad to have your life. Without children
life is sweeter. I am happy not having them. It's not your fault.
YERMA: Then what did you want with me?
JUAN: Yourself!
YERMA [excitedly]: True! You wanted a home, ease, and a woman.
But nothing more. Is what I say true?
JUAN: It's true. Like everyone.
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